98	BEYOND HORIZONS
But this is anticipatory. In Paris we first had to be photographed
and finger-printed. A detachment of eleven of us was sent down to
Tours by train. At the station there we were loaded into a motor-
lorry and taken to the barracks at the flying-field. Our introduction
to the life of a war-bird was grisly. Just as we turned into the
grounds, two student planes collided overhead, and one came down
in the garden of the caserne, killing the pilot. That same afternoon
we recruits were put on a detail to clean up the mess and extricate
the mangled body. Our dormitory windows looked over this
garden, and whenever I saw the poppies there I thought of that
crash.
I found myself in a sort of Foreign Legion camp, with students
of many nationalities in training, though the big majority were
French. There were twenty of us Americans, including young
Brewer, whose first name I forgot, but who was the son of a Boston
surgeon, and Gil Winant, who later became Governor of New
Hampshire, I believe. Most of the youngsters I trained with were
killed later on.
Our instructors were French pilots, few of whom knew even a
word of English. We trained in the old Caudron biplanes, the
student sitting forward in the observer's seat, where he had a second
set of controls. A poke in his back from the instructor behind him
meant one thing, a rap on the head another. Time was more im-
portant to the French than human life. No one was supposed to fly
solo until he had been up twenty-five times with an instructor, but
after my fifteenth lesson my teacher reported me ready to fly and
got on with somebody else.
It was with trepidation that I climbed for the first time into the
cockpit alone. I didn't think I was yet ready to pilot a ship, and I
was right. Orders were orders—I had to go. I tested my controls,
made the ignition contact, and the engine began to roar. I gave her
the gun, and then, to my astonishment and dismay, instead of head-
ing down into the wind, as I had expected, the plane swung off to
the right on a curve.
The biplane wouldn't straighten out for me. I tried to think of a
thousand instructions at once, and remembered everything except
the right one, which was to shut off the power. By the time my
ship had cut half of a huge semi-circle, threatening to upset every

